BARBARIAN STORIES

they all knew they had only to ask for more to get it
The harp came round to Harald, and he began to sing
about the girl he was betrothed to in Russia, the
fleecy-curled, mocking Elizabeth, daughter of King
Jaroslav of Kieff, the light-foot twelve-year-old who
would do nothing but laugh at his kisses! There was
no comparison in his mind between her and Anastasia.
Why compare horses with jewels, a spring morning
with a cunningly won battle? Both were good. He
would have both.

He woke early the next morning and began think-
ing about his kinsman, Magnus Olafsson, who was
now King of Norway and Denmark. He thought it
was nearly time he should go back and show his own
claim to have the kingdom next, in peace or by force
as the moment showed. By and bye he turned over in
bed and saw that Haldor Snorrisson was awake too,
staring at the flies on the roof, with the red-rimmed
sword-scar twisting and trenching his nose and
sunken cheek. *I have never seen an uglier face/ ob-
served Harald. 'Like enough/ said Haldor, who by
now did not care much about his scar, one way or the
other. Harald went on: 'Yet I would sooner see it
than most others.' 'If you are looking for advice out
of it/ Haldor said, 'what I give you is this: the sooner
we are out of Micklegard the better for all of us. If
you can get your girl, well and good; but if you stay
for her, maybe you will not get the kingdom so
easily, nor even half of it.' Wolf Uspaksson said
the same, though he loved Harald much and hoped
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